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You Wear It Well 


Author's Notes: 


| opted for fluff, or at least | consider it fluff.. Inspired by an outfit that Sav wore this year. This is my very 


first Ficmas story. Happy Ficmas everyone! 


Backstage, somewhere, 2019 


I'm so glad that you like it! Sav's wardrobe assistant and personal tailor smiled from ear to ear. "You're sure 
it fits comfortably? Nothing itches? Nothing too tight or too wide?" She took a step back and examined her 


piece of work one final time. 


"No, darling. It's absolutely perfect. You're a master of your craft!" Sav replied appreciatively in his smooth, 


deep voice while he turned around in front of the mirror for the umpteenth time. 


His faithful fangirls would be treated to a feast of eye candy tonight. He'd provide them with the visual 


inspiration for their rock'n'roll dreams, ignoring the venom-spitting haters and their derisive remarks about 


the half-naked grandmother on stage. The eyes only see what the heart wants to see. 
"So if you need anything else, just call me. See ya later!" With that she retreated to the crew's catering area, 
leaving Sav alone in the neatly decorated dressing room. It was unwritten law that the band's private sphere 


was not to be interrupted during the last twenty minutes before they finally had to get ready for the stage. 


"Thanks, see yal" Sav replied, not taking his eyes off his reflection, not even when he heard footsteps 


approaching in the corridor. 

Joe was on his way to the room next door that served as their lounge to hang out and discuss final details 
with the rest of the band. He walked by with a quick sideglance into the room, then two seconds later he re- 
appeared in the door frame and whistled. 

"O lala! Are you tryna kill me tonight?" Joe chuckled and approached his bandmate, eyeing him up and down 


Sav smirked and put his hands on his hips. He still enjoyed Joe's compliments immensely. 


"Is that see-through?" Joe asked as he squinted at Sav's vest, which was made from a black devoré fabric. He 
wore nothing underneath it but a silver necklace and a tan. 


"Yup," Sav replied, pleased about the effect of his outfit. 


"The trousers, too?" The singer exclaimed with wide eyes, curiously inspecting the lower half of his bassist's 
stature. 


‘Its the same fabric, so yes." 
"See-through trousers??" Joe inquired half an octave higher. 
"If you will," Sav replied nonchalantly and grinned, definitely enjoying Joe's amazement. 


"But | assume there's a second layer sewn in underneath that.. holey stuff, right?" Joe asked, making vague 
gestures with his hands. 


"No, actually not," Sav informed him in a mock-snobbish tone and flipped his peroxide blond mane to the side. 
The stylist in charge of his hair and make up had turned him into the personification of the androgynous rock 
god once again tonight. Or at least the 58-year-old version of one. 


"You know that you might get arrested for that in this region of America.2" Joe chuckled as he stepped closer 
from behind and put his hands on his lover's hipbones, placing a soft kiss on Sav's bare shoulder. 


By habit, Sav threw a glance at the door. 


"Oh, come on, nobody's gonna come in," Joe tried to appease him and snuggled up closer. 


"Yeah, right. Just like a couple of years ago in Sweden, when we had to explain to two straying meet-and- 


greeters why | was sitting on your lap." 

Both men giggled at the memory. 

"To answer your question: | am wearing something underneath it." 

When Joe raised his eyebrows, waiting for further information, he added: “But I'm not gonna tell you what it is 
right now. Maybe you're gonna find out later." His voice was lower now, his eyes lascivious. They still played 


these little teasing games after all these years. 


"God, how am | supposed to make it through the show tonight?" Joe rolled his eyes theatrically, then turned 
Sav around and placed another kiss on his neck. The bassist let out a little moan, but stepped back. 


"Well, you just do what you always do on stage: Act as if | wasn't there at all and get it on with Phill" Sav 
suggested with a playful pout and headed towards the door. 


"Aww, come on, that's pure self protection!" Joe called after him and hurried to catch up. He reached out for 
Sav's hand, who stopped and turned around to him with a fond smile. After a quick glance into the corridor - 
to be on the safe side - he gave Joe a quick kiss on the lips. 

Joe sighed and pressed his forehead against Sav's. 

"| love you so much, darling.” 


"You're only horny because of the see-through trousers." 


"That, too." 


